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GIBSON'S VERY LATEST GIRL
She’s a Wex Thing, but She's
Already Posing as a
Gibson Tvpe.

Gibson has a naw girl,
This 1s preeisely what might Zave been expected when vou sit down to
‘think sbout if. :

Charles Dang Gibson and Irene Langhorne, the former the creator of “the
girl” In current art and the Iatter one 6f the finest women of Virginia, were
married in Baltimore two yeare or so ago,

Since that event the couple bave been living very, qulet:y In New York,
entering into the artistle and spcial lfe of the citsr. yet 80 Incognito, ¥you mighi
say, that few know where to find them,  Their blographies are wrltten often,
but the two most eoncerned enter little into the sketches that are printed of
them, these belne little more than ecomiums upon the art of theé one and upon
the beauty of the other, with the actudl facts left Gut.

Their homs i& where Mr. Gibson's work loes, in the Life huilding.

The Gibson girl came along In fhe first week In February. She is guite
different from: her pm.irlmls types, and on looking over Mr, Gibstn's work you
are struck by the fact that he, an artist of such widle Hustrative range; should
have drawn so few bables. As NMr. Glbson Is notorlous for drawing those
rearest him, he will undoubtedly place the girl in his next sketches,

Mre. Gibson, the mother of “the girl,” is one of-the mogt attractive women,
not only of the Bouth, but of the world. Hey figure |& her distinguishing chay-
acteristle—until you Enow her. Then her talents enchain you. Bhe Is very
tall, alinost as tall as ket big, reed-like husband, yet magnificently pro-
portioned. “She iz one of the biggest
women 1 ever saw—yet she jent
stout, after all,” sald a girl admirer, !
trying to describe the full, zraceful .
figure, whigh 1s the Cespalr of those
who would rcopy her. In features
Mrs. Gibson Is a blonde, and as Mr.
Gibson also favars the blond type, it
Iz not th be wondered at that young
Miss Gibson i= slse blond—and curly,

The nams which 'Gibgon wil give his gl Is tiot yet known, She 15 o new-
comer, to he sure, bt she may receive an old-fashionad: Hame. “The Gibsons
are =20 fond of the old Dana people—meaning the vensrable Mr and Mrs
“Charles A. Dana--that they will name the baby after old Mrs. Dana” wrote
a relagive of the Tamily on the baby gir] ennouncement cards.

But there aro others besides “the Danas” after whom the Gibson girl
rﬂiéhl be named. Mrs. Gibson s one of six brethers and sisters who live near
Charloftesvilla, Va,, upon & grand old femily plangation. There are Mrs, Per-
inson, Miss Phyllls Langhorie and Misa Nannie Langhorns, and the boys are
Herry and Keene. v = ]

The grandmother's name Is “Nannle,” 88 It is not Impossible thal Nannje—

MRS. CHARLES DANA GIBSON AND HER BABY.

ghort for the family name of “Anng” held for generations by the Gilison fame-
ily—will be bestowed upon the new girl

Few begin life with an Inheritance the equal of this Gibson glirl. In dollars
and cents there mizht not be an extravagant counting, although botkh the Gib-
son and Langhorne families dre well placed. The latter is among the "'F, F.
Va.'' of the Seuth, and the Gibsons are of a good, arigtocratic old family of
Concord, N. Hu

From Her father the “Gibson ghl” pets an immense stock of talent and a
fine Inherited modesty. When Gibson began, in 1889, he had a fine way of leav-
ing his sketches at newspaper offices “to be accepted if agreeable” No nams
was atinehed to them, and after lying around for a few days walting for an
owner they werc thrown away. He never called ta elalim er explain them.
Put ane magazine—a comie one—saw merit in the line pictures of those men
and women and used the pictures as fast as they came in, hoping meanwhile
to fnd the author. One day a long, lanky, soft-eved lad called and said: “F'm
Gibeon, the fellow that draws those girls, 1 was afraid they were no good,
den't vou Know, so I sent them without a name”™ With thls modiest In-the-
backeround opiviom a lttle talen s bound to add to ftself from its ever-
observant meekness,

From her mother the Gibson girl gets the constitution of an athlete, Irene
LangHorne was the finest horsewomian in Virginia, She could ride anything
and across anything. She could also danee—ilanca out all the helles of Balti-
more.  But she has another talent, that of musle. She is the awvner of & mag-
niflecrit voles that conld easily take her upon the stage in opera.

Mrs. Gibson; by the way, is only twenty-five years old, though her power-
ful figure; her dlgnity and her beauty make her seem older. Indeed, she has
héen taken to be the sanlor of her husband, whose birthdays began four years
before her own.

Mr. and Mrs Gibtcn are a singularly loving couple.
Mre. Gibson hes, it Is complained, given vp her old fricnds for her husband’s,
and at her mother's country place In Summer |t is not her own fricnds she
entertiing, but those whom Mer husband has known for years.

88 watched are the Gibsons and so esgerly |5 every word read about them,
that last Summer an enterprising parvagraplicr, catching ol Insufileient straws,
wrote that “the Gibsons have gepa-
reted and Mrs, Glhson has gone home,”

A friend In tears went over to call at
the Langhorne home, but found Mrs,
Gibhson i smiles, elapping her hands,
“My husband 1s coming to-day ! ceried
the' ecnthusiastic young woman—"Lo-
duy, to-day! He !'s coming to-day!™

“But T heard you had separated from
him?'' gasped the frlend

fince thelr marriage

Gibzon's ‘Brand Wew: Girl and the Old Gre -

“So I did—hut' only because he was called back to draw & picture. ()i'a.
Kittie"'—grasping the girl friend around the neck—"I'm f#o much in ldve Lthat
I'm ashamed of myselfl” ;

The only inconvenient phase of the new Gibson arrlval g the eonfusion
which it will make In the theatrival world. “Gibson tableaux” are now the
rage. But the rehearsals will have to begin all oyer agein now, for the Gibson
Laby eanrot be left out. .

Meanwhlle the name of “Schiller,” g0 carefully embrofderad upon a certaln
coverlid—after Mre. Gibson's father, a veteran of the war—will have to e
turned toward the wall, AUGUSTA PRESCOTT.
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